KING    WILLIAM    LAND
when the old woman grumbled they stopped playing, stared at
her a moment, and resumed as if she were not there.
From time to time the lamp spluttered. The old woman
leant forward and with her misshapen hands fished round in
the blubber for the bits of cotton used as wick, brought them
up to the edge, shaped them in her fingers, and then in the
silence went on scraping her skins.
I was unlucky at this camp, for the sealing was poor, and
when Utak proposed to go north for polar bear I jumped at the
chance of activity. Tutiak and Kakokto had gone up earlier in
the day, and we expected to catch up with them. By mid-
afternoon we saw two black dots far ahead, forced our dogs, and
came up with our friends. As evening fell, they ahead and we
following, we reached what seemed to be the end of the world,
finis terrae. Before us rose a high bluff sloping down to the sur-
face of the sea at either side; behind this small and hilly island
lay the gigantic world of pack ice that is driven down here by
the wind from McClintock Channel to pile up, miles wide, on
this promontory of King William Land.
We camped, built a single igloo for the four of us, and dis-
posed ourselves in it. I had got into my sleeping-bag, when
Tutiak came through the porch into the opening of the igloo, on
all fours, pushing before him an enormous basin filled to the
rim with great hunks of seal.
We made the usual tea, and then ... I do not know what
the hour was, but I who had dozed off woke up. Under my eye
were the three Eskimos, three silhouettes lit up from behind by
die uncertain glow of a candle that threw on the walls of the
igloo a mural of fantastically magnified shadows. All three men
were down on the floor in the same posture, — on their knees,
torsos bent forward with bottoms in air and faces near the
ground, motionless except for their greedy hands and their
greedier chaps. They were eating, and whether it was that the
smell of the seal had been irresistible, or that the idea of the
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